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LETTER to THOMAS HARRIS, Eſq; 


S I R, 
A you expreſſed an inclination of bringing EL- 
FRIDA again on the Stage, I have reviſed it 


myſelf for the purpoſe. 


You will firid by the Manuſcript Copy which I 
herewith fend you, that, together with certain tranſ- 
poſitions of the ſcenes, and other variations which 
were neceſſary in order to form the whole into five 


| equal acts, I have introduced a Character mentioned 


only in the original Drama; and, by producing Ax- 
DULPH upon the Stage, have made the viſit of El- 
FRIDA's Father to Harewood, to reſult from the pre- 
concerted ſcheme of thatCourtier toruin ATHELWwOLD, 
which before was prompted only by the Father's own 
ſuſpicions. This, I think, will make the plot a little 
more artificial, without deſtroying its ſimplicity, It 
has alſo given me a natural means of throwing the firſt 
ſcene into dialogue, which (in imitation of the Greek 
Prologue) was before a long Soliloquy. For this 
and other apparent purpoſes, I hope you will not 
think the Character ivjudiciouſly added. 


I venture to retain all the Odes; intending that 
they ſhould be partly ſpoken and partly ſung, as they 
werein CARACTACUs, They there appeared to have 
even 2 dramatic effect, and to heighten the Pathos 
of the whole. And although (from the nature 


of the Story) theſe are not of ſo impaſſioned a 
kind, 
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kind, yet, I am not without my hopes, that the 
Candour of the Public will : reccive them with the 


TEE. 


ſame approbation, 
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I beg you to believe, that I asm, 5 
1 With very true regard, 


= 1.5 cf | 
Lauf moſt faithful. 
| and obedient Servant, 
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AY 


This Day is Publiſhed, 


ANV E DITION, elegantly printed in SWALL 
| 0 rA o, Fre 55, bowid, . 
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Printed ſor J. DopsL»y, in Pall-Mall, and T. Catit, 
| in the Strand, 


PERSONS of the DRAMA. 


Edgar, King of England — Mr. Aikin. 


Athelwold, his Favourite, Mr. Lewis. 
Orgar, Earl of Devon, father to El- 

frida — — Mr. Clarke. 
Edwin, a Meſſenger — Mr. Hull. 


Ardulph, a Courtier _ Mr. Whitfield. 
Elfrida, Wife of Athelwold — Mrs. Hartley. 


PERSONS of the CHORUS. 


* Albina, the principal Virgin — Mrs. Mattocks. 
The Second Virgin — Mrs. Jackſon: 
Third Virgin — — Mrs. Kennedy. 
Fourth Virgin — — Miſs Brown. 
Fifth Virgin  — — Mrs, Wrighten. 
Sixth Virgin — — Mrs. Morton. 


Scene, a Lawn before Athelwold's Caſtle, in Hare- 
wood-Foreft, 


* The Two laſt ſpeak in the lyrical Parts, and the Four 
laſt fing what is ſet to Muſic. 
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Enter ORG AR and ARDULPH ieee 
as Pilgrims. 


| ORGAR. 

OW nobly does this venerable wood, 

Gilt with the glories of the orient ſun, 
Emboſom that fair manſion ! the ſoft air 
Salutes us with moſt cool and temperate breath; 
And, as we tread, the flower-beſpripkled lawn 
Sends up a gale of fragrarice. Sure, young Earl, 
If &er Content deigns viſit mortal clime, 
This is her place of deareſt reſidence. 


"= ARDULPH. 


Hope not to find it ſuch, 
ORGAR. 
And why not hope it ? 
B A Ro 
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ARDULPH. | 
Is it not now three months, three tedious months 
Since firſt Earl ATyELwoLp efpous'd your daughter, 
And to this ſecret ſeat convey'd his bride; 
Convey'd her as by ſtealth, enjoy'd, and left her. 


ORGAR. 
True. He befought me for ſome little ſpace 
The nuptials might be fecret, many reaſons 
He faid induc'd to this, I made no pauſe, 
But, refting on his prudence, to his will 
Gave abſolute concurrence. 


ARDULPH. 
Soon az married, 
Did he not plead I know not what excuſe 
Of call to court, of EnGar's royal friendſhip, 
And England's welfare ? 


ORGAR. 
Yes, and I believ'd him, 


ARDULPH. 
Admit this true ; yet, when he quits his prince, 
And here reviſits this his cloiſter'd wife, 
Why ſhould he come in privacy ſo ſtudied ? 
Borrowing diſguiſes, till inventive art 
Can ſcarce fupply him with variety ? 


_ __ORGAR. ' 
And is this ſo? Wien | ot 
| _ _ARDULPH. | 
| My life upon its truth. 
His viſits as they're ftoPn, are alſo ſhort, * 
Seldom beyond the circuit of -one Tun ; 


Then back to court, while ſhe his abſence mourns, 
Full many a lonely hour. 
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1 
ORGAR. 
LET, I brock not this; 
Had Athdvold eſpous'd ſome baſe-born peaſant, 
This uſage had been. apt; but, when he took 
My daughter to bis arms, he took a virgin, 
Through whoſe rich veins the blood of Britiſh kings 
Ran in unſullied ſtream; her lineage ſure 
Might give her place and notice with the nobleſt 
In EpcaR's court; ELrriDaA's beauty too, 
(I ſpeak not from a father's fooliſh fondneſs) - 
Would ſhine amid the faireſt, and reflect 


No vulgar glory on that beauty's maſter. 


| ARDUEPH: 
The act beſpeaks a madman. Who that ow d 
An em'rald, jaſpar, or rich chryſolite, 
Would hide its luſtre; or not bid it blaze 
Conſpicuoũs on his bow ? Haply Wann 
May have eſpous'd ſome other, 
ORGAR. 

\ © Earl! he durſt not, 
My former feats in arms muſt | have-ipform'd him 
That OrGar, while he liv'd, would never prove 
A traitor. to bis honour. If he has? 
This aged arm is not ſo much unſtrun 
By RY years, hut juſt revenge will brace it; 


And þ yon awful Heaven 
"3 ARD U LPH, | 
8 Keſtrain, my Lord, 


This violence of rage. I brought you hither 
To ſift this matter cooly, do but at | 
The Pilgrim's part, for which that bars and ſcrip, 
And all theſe marks of vagrant povertx 
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Are prudently put on, and, reſt aflur'd, 
You ſoon ſhall have conviction of his baſeneſs, 


| CHORUS, (Within,) 
Hail to thy living light, ambroſial morn ! 
All hail thy roſeat ray, | 


ARDULPH, 
But hark !' the ſound of ſweeteſt minſtrelfy 
Breaks on my car. 

ORGAR, 
The females, I ſuppoſe, 

Whom Athelwold has left my child's attendants 
That, when ſhe wails the abſence of her Lord, 
Their lenient airs, and fprightly-fancied ſongs, 
May ſteal away her woes. 

ARDULPH. 

g 1012 See, they approach, 
Retire we to yon grove. Ell there inſtruct you 
In all that beſt may proſper our deſign, 

| [Exeunt ORGar and ARDULPH, 


s C E N E II. 


ALBIN A. CHORUS, 
3 E. 


CHORUS, 
Hail to thy living light, ambroſial morn ! * | 
Al hail thy roſeat ray, 4 


5, „AIX. — 
Hail to thy living light, TNT 

Ambroſial morn ; all hail thy roſeat ray, 

That bids gay Nature all her. charms diſplay 

In varied beauty bright. 


That 
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That bids each dewy-ſpangled flowret rife, 
And dart around its vermil dies; 
Bids filver luſtre grace yon ſparkling tide, 


That winding warbles down the mountain's fide, * 


ALBIN A. 
Away, ye goblins all! 
Wont the bewilder'd traveller to daunt, 
Whoſe vagrant feet have trac'd your ſecret haunt, 
Beſide ſome lonely wall, 

Or ſhatter'd ruin of a moſs-grown tower, 
Where, at pale midnight's ſtilleſt hour, 
Thro' each rough chink the ſolemn orb of night, 

Pours momentary gleams of trembling light, 


CHORUS. 
Away, ye elves | away, 
Shrink at ambroſial morning's living ray, 
That living ray, whoſe power benign 
Unfolds the ſcene of glory to our eye, 
Where, thron'd in artleſs majeſty, FR”, 
The cherub Beauty fits on Natute's ruſtic ſhrine, 


ALBINA, = 
But fee our ftrain has call'd ExTRIDA forth. 
And, as I think, the ſeems in penſive mood; 
Ceaſe then, my ſiſters, nor prolong the lay, 
For there are times, when, to the ſorrowing ſoul, 


Ey'n harmony is Wenn! 
* 


SCENE 


L 
S G EN E I. 
EL FRI DA, AL BINA. CHORUS, 
ELF RID A. 
O, my virgivs! 

With whinh a leaden, and retarding. weiglit 
Does Expectation load the wing of Time. 
Have I miſcounted ? did not Athelwold 
At parting fix this morn for his return, f 
This dear, long-wiſh'd-for morn, he did, he did, 
And ſeal'd it with a kiſs. My Lord's delay. 
Creates ſtrange doubts, and ſcruples in my breaſt, 
Courts throng with beauties, and my Athelwold 
Has a ſoft ſuſceptible heart, as prone 
To yield its love'to ev'ry ſparkling eye, r 
As is the muſt xoſe to diſpenſe its fragance 


To each inviting breeze, Perhaps he's falſe, | 
Perhaps ELFziDA's wretched, | _. | 


ALBINA. 5 q 
Vain ſurmiſe ! 
Tell me my miſtreſs, did his ardent eye 7 
Glow with leſs paſſion, when he parted; hence, 
Than at your firſt bleſt meeting? no, 1 mark'd him 
His laſt ſoft glance was full of fervent love, 
And fealty unalter'd. Do not fear him, 


ELF R IDA. 
I ſhould not fear him were his preſent ſtay | 
. The only cauſe for fear. Tis not, alas ! 
Why comes my Earl ſo ſecret to theſe arms, 
Why but becauſe he dreads the juſt reproach 
Of ſome deluded fair one? Why am I 
Here ſhrouded up like the pale votariſt ? 
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Nor ſuffer'd to purſue my parting Lord 
Whene' er his duty calls him to the palace ? 


ALBINA, 
Here to preſerve your beauties from the blaſt 
Of courtly gales, is his Joye's nobleſt proof, 
The bluſh of modeſty, the tender tints 
Of innocence there all fly off, and leave 
No boaſt behind but well- ranged, faded features, 


Should you be doom'd, which happier fate forbid, 


To that yain ſcene of pageantry and vice; 
Your purer breaſt, true to its yirtuous feeling, 


I truſt would high for innocence and Harewood. 


ELFRI DA. 
Miſtake not, virgin, I ſhould ſeorn the palace, 
Did not that palace thus detain my loye, - 
If he were here, his preſence wauld convert 


Theſe oaks to ſtately columns; theſe gay flowers, | 


To gallant ladies ; and theſe jutting deer, 

To armed knights at jouſt or tournament 

If I but mourn'd his abſence while he bore 
The hoodwink'd falcon forth, or fleetly chas'd 


The wolf or ſtag; I ſhould not have one thought 


Remote from Harewood. 


ALBINA. 
Would'ſt thou wiſh, EIrRIDA, 


That ATHELWwoLD ſhould waſte on toys like theſe 


His precious hours, He has a king, à country, 
That claim his firſt attention. Yet be fure 

'T will not be long e'er bis unbending mind, 
Shall loſe in ſweet oblivien ey'ry care. 

Amid th' embow'ring ſhades. that veil EXT AIDA. 
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ELFRIDA. 

O be that ſpeech prophetic ! may he ſoon 

Seek theſe embowering ſhades. And I perchance 
Shall ſpy him haſt'ning to my longing arms, 

From the tall battlements of yonder tower, 

There will I watch; for it's exalted head 

Has ample ſcope of proſpect. Mean while, virgins, 

Bear with the fooliſh fondneſs of your friend, 

Who loves muſt fear, and ſure who loves like me 

Muſt greatly fear. Exit ELFRIDA. 


ALBINA. 


We truſt there is no cauſe. 
See, ſiſters, ſee, how, round yon drooping elm, 
That ivy intertwiſts its verdant folds, 
And poiſons what ſupports it. Mark the emblem; 
Not leſs injurious to the ſhoots of love 
Is fiekly jealouſy, But who comes here. 


a K. E. NE. VV. 
ARDULPH, ORGAR, ALBINA. CHORUS, 


ALBINA. 
Whence is this rudeneſs, ſtrangers ? 


AR D ULPH. 

Pardon, virgins. 
4 We meant no rudeneſs, when the warbling 29%; 
l With which you lately made thefe groves reſound, 
| Hither allur'd our ſteps ; for ah what ear 
So barr'd againſt the force of harmony, 
| But muſt with tragſport to ſuch ſweet affailants 
Surrender its attention, 
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ORG AR. 
I | Never yet 

Did we paſs by the nightbird's fav'rite ſpray, 
What time ſhe pours her wild, and artleſs ſong; 
Without attentive pauſe and filent rapture, 
How could we then, with ſavage diſregat@, 
Hear voices tun'd by nature ſweet as her's,, 
Grac'd with all art's addition; 

ALBINA. 

Yout mean garbs, 

And this your courtly phraſe but ill occord. 


| ARDULPH, 
"Tis true, we both have worn a richer veſtment, 
But what avails it now ? all have their fate, 
And ours has been moſt wretched. 


ALBINA. 
May wealk 
What cruel cauſe ?— 
| ARDULPH. | 
No, let our hapleſs breaſts 
Still hide the melancholy tale. 


ALBINA. | 
We know 


There oft is ſound an avatice in grief; 


And the wan eye of ſorrow loves to gaze 
Upon its ſecret hoard of treaſur'd woes 

In pining ſolitude. Perhaps thy mind 
Takes the ſame penſive caſt, if not permit 
That we in ſocial ſympathy may drop 
The tender tear + 
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Leet us intreat— 
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- Ah, ill would it become ye 
To let the Woes-of ſuch a wretch as I am, 
E'er dim your bright eyes with a pitying tear. 
ALBINA. 
That eye och will not weep another's ſorrows, 
Should boaſt no gentler brightneſs than the glare 
That reddens in the eye-ball of the wolf. 9 


OR GAR. 

Know, virgins, I was born 
To ample property of lands and flocks 
On this fide T weeda's ſtream ; my youth and vigor 
Atchiev'd ſuch deeds of chivalry, as ſtampt me 
Fair in the volume of my ſovereign's love, 
Till death eras'd the page; I then, through age, 


Vnfit for courts, retir'd with this my heir 


To my paternal feat ; where ſoon, alas, 

By ſavage inroads of the barbarous Scots 

My lands were all laid waſte, my vaſlals murder'd, 
While I, oppreſt with years, and he for lack 

Of years to brace his ſtrength, were fain to drag 
Our miſeries thro* the land two friendleſs wand'rers. 


ALBINA. 


We pity and condole your wretched ſtate, 
But we can do no more, which on your parts 
Claims juſt returns of pity, for whoſe lot 
Demands it more than theirs forbid to taſte 
The joy of charity ; to wipe the tears 

Of palſied age, to ſmooth its furrow'd brow 
And pay its grey hairs each due reverence ; 
Yet this our Lord forbids 
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ARDU LH. 
Who may that tyrant 
 ALBINA. 

Alas no tyrant he, the more our wonder 
At this harſh-mandate; He is of 2 — 
More apt thro' inborn gentleneſs to err 
In giving mercy's'tide too free a courſe, | 
Than, with a thrifty and illiberal hand, Ni o:: 
To ſtint its channel. This his praiſe you'll hear 
The univerſal theme of Epcar's court, 
Who loads him with all honour, which he takes, 
As does the golden cenſer frankincenſe, 


Only to ſpread a ſacred gale of bleflings 
Through all the realm. 


ARDULPH. 
Methinks this pleaſing portrait 
Bears ſtrong reſemblance of Earl ATHELWOLD, 
"A BBINA. 
Himſelf, No Briton but has heard his fame. 
| ARDULPH. 
"Tis wondèrous ftrange'; can you Seer 
For this his condu dt? 5 
ALBIN A. 
None that we may truſt. 


OR GAR. 

Your garbs beſpeak you for the fair attendants 
Of ſome illuſtrious . the wife, or ſiſter 
Of this dread Earl. 

AL BINA. | 
| On this head too, old man, 
We are commanded a religious ſilence, 
Wiſh not to ſaatch from our young heads that wreath 
Of fair Fidelity, whoſe bloom enobles 

C2 Ev'n 
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Ev'n ſervitude itſelf. Farewell, depart 
With our beſt wiſhes, we do treſpaſs much 
To hold this open converſe with a ſtranger, 


ARDULPH. 
Stay, viel, ſtay in pity to my father. 
She me ſome friendly ſhed where his worn limbs 
May reſt their load of miſery for an hour. 
Have ye no food, however mean and homely, 
W herewith he might recruit defective nature, 
See how he trembles, how his ſpirits fail, 
And well full well I know his aged feet, 
E'er he could. pace an hundred ſteps would fink, 
Beneath their reverend butthen. 
| ALBIN A. 
Pitcous ſight, 
What ſhall we do, my ſiſters? to admit 
Theſe men beneath the roof would be to ſcorn 
The Earl's ſtrict interdjQ ; and yet my heart 
Bleeds, -to-bchald that white old reverend head  ; 
Bow'd with ſuch miſery. Beat thy father youth 
To yonder bower, there let him reſt awhile, _. 
And there, e er long, ſome of our ſiſterhood 
Shall bring him needful ſuſtenance. 


ORGAR ard ARDULPH. 
Kind heaven 


Rewards. 6 
ALBINA. 

Ah, ſtay not here to thank us, 
But haſte to give thy age this meet repoſe. 
That done we do conjure ye leave the place 
With cautious ſecrecy, for were it known 
That thus we treſpaſt on our Lord's command, 
The conſequence were fatal. 
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ARDULPH, 2 
| Faireſt maid 
Think not we'll baſely draw down puniſhments - ® 
On our preſervers, We withdraw. May bleflings, 
Shower'd from yon fount of bliſs, repay ur kindneſs. 
arr. On and An burn. 


SCENE V. 


ALBIN A. CHORUS, 


ALBINA. 
Les, ſiſters, yes, when pale diſtreſs 
Implores your aiding hand, 
Let not a partial faithfulneſs, - 
Let not a mortal's vain command 
Urge you to break th' unalterable laws 
Of Heav'n-deſcended charity. 
Ah, follow ftill the meek-ey'd deity ! 
For know each path ſhe draws 
Along the plain of life, 
Meets at the central dome of heartfelt joy ; 
Ah, follow ftill the ſoft-ey'd deity, 
She bids ye, as ye hope for bleſſings, bleſs, 
Aid then the general cauſe of general happineſs, 


SYMPHONY, 


AIR. 
By the Second Virgin, 
Humanity! thy awful ſtrain 
Shall ever greet our ear, 
Sonorous, ſweet, and clear; 


And, as amid the ſprightly-ſwelling train 
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Of dulcet notes, that breathe from flute or lyre, 
The deep baſs rolls its manly melody, 
Guiding the tuneful choir, 
So thou, Humanity! ſhall lead along 
The accordant paſſions in their moral ſong, 
And give our mental concert trueſt harmony. 


CHORUS, 
Benign humanity 
Shall lead along, 


The paſſions in the moral ſong, 
And give our mental concert trueſt harmony, 


END # the FIRST ACT, 


ACT 


MW 
„ 


S G N 4 
ELF RI DA, ALBIN A. CHORUS. 


ELF RID A. | 
HRE E tedious hours, ALBINA, now are paſt 
Since firſt the crimſon mantle of the morn 
Skirted yon gay horizon. My loy'd Lord 
Was wont outſtrip the ſun's moſt early ſpeed, 
And make his beams to me unwiſh'd and needleſs. 
Tis not ſo now. My ftraining eyes have pierc'd, 
Far as yon length'ning road winds o'er the heath, 
But all in vain. Come then, my virgins, come 
Soothe me with harmony, I know full well 
That ye were nurs'd in Cornwall's wizard caves, 
And oft have pac'd the fairy-peopled vales 
Of Devon, where poſterity ſtill keeps _ 
Some vein of that old minſtrelſy and wild 
Which once had magic in it. Try its power, 
Try if its ſprightly ſpell will ſpeed the flight 
Of theſe dull hours, and make them ſkim their round 
Fleet as the ſwallow circles. 


[ELFRIDA reclines on a bank. 


O D E. 


A1 R by the Second Virgin. 
The turtle tells her plaintive tale, 
Sequeſter'd in ſome ſhadowy vale; 
The lark in radiant ether floats, 
And (wells kis wild ecſtatic notes; 


K nx» ets a = 


More ſtreams ſlow-wand' ring thro” her winding vales, 


Perhaps to ſome lone cave the rover flies, 
Where lull'd in pious peace the hermit lies; 


There will the meek- ey d matron oft retreat, 
And with the ſolemn ſage high converſe hold. 


Meanwhile on yonder hawthorn ſpray 

The linnet wakes her temperate lay, 

She haunts no ſolitary ſhade, 

She flutters o'er no ſunſhine” mead, 

No love-lorn griefs depreſs her ſong, 

No raptures lift it loudly high; 2: +M 
But ſoft ſhe trills amid th* aerial throng 


Smooth ſimple ſtraĩns of ſob'reſt harmony. 


Third Virgin ſpeaks. . | 
Sweet Bird, like thine our lay ſhall flow, 
Nor gaily briſk nor ſadly flow ; 
For to thy note ſedate and clear, 
Content ſtill lends a liſt' ning ear; 
Reclin'd this moſly bank along, 
Oft has ſhe heard thy careleſs ſong ; 
Why hears not now ? what fairer grove 
From Harehood lures her devious love; 
What fairer grove than Harewood knows, 
More woodland walks, more fragrant gales, 
More ſhadowy bowers i inviting ſoft repoſe, 


ALBINA. (After a ſbort ſymphony.) 


wed In. aÞ 2» 


For from the hall's tumultuous ſtate, 
Where banners wave with blazon'd gold, 


_ 


There, goddeſs, on the ſhaggy mound, 
Where tumbling torrents roar around 


Where 


-. 
. 
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Where pendant mountains o'er your head 
Stretch their reverential ſhade, 
You liſten while. the holy ſeer. _. 
Slowly chaunts His veſpers clear; 
Or, of his ſpariug meſs partake, - 
The ſavoury pulſe, the wheaten cake, 
The beverage cool of limpid rill, 


Then, rifing light, your hoſt you bleſs, - 
And o'er his faintly temples bland diſtili 
Seraphic day-dreams of Heav'n's happineſs. 


AIR, By the Second Virgin. 
Where'er thou art inchanting Power, 


| Thou-ſoon wilt ſmile on Harewood's bower, 


Soon will thy fairy feet be ſeen, 

Printing this dew-impearled green; 

Soon ſhall we mark thy geſtures meek, * 1. 
Thy glittering eye and dimpled cheek 3 | | 
Among the welcome gueſts that move, | 
Attendant on the ſtate; of love; 
There, where the ſovereign leads along, 
Of ſports and ſmiles a jocund train, 


Then laſt but lovelieſt of the lovely Gens. | 
Thou com'ſt to ſoften, yet ſecure bis weiss. | 


CHORUS, 


And, bark compicating our prophetic train, 
The fleet hoof rattles ofer the flinty plain, 


Nor nearer and now nearer ſounds ; . 


 Avaunt, ye vain delufive fears; 
Hark ! Eccho tells thro' Harewood s ample bounds, 
That Love, Content, and ATHELWQLD appears. 


D SCENE 


I ' 8 3 


F 
ATHELWOLD, ELFRIDA, ALBIN A, CHORUS, 


ATHELWOL D.. 
Look ever thus, with that bright glance of joy, 
Thus alway meet my tranſports; let theſe arms 
Thus ever fold me, and this cheek, that blooms 
With all health's opening roſes, preſs my _ Un! 
Warm as at this bleſt moment. 

ELFRIDA _ 
ATHELWOLD |! 

I had prepar'd me many a ſtern rebuke, 
Had arm'd my brow with frowns, and taught my eye 
Th' averted glance of coldneſe, which might beſt 
Greet ſuch a loit'ring lover, but I find l 
Twas a vain taſk, for this my truant heart 
Forgets each leſſon that reſentment taught, 
And in thy ſight knows only to be happy. 


ATHELWOL D. 
My beſt EurzibA—Heav'ns it cannot be! 
The giddy height of joy to which I'm lifted, - 
Is as a hanging rock at whoſe low foot | 
The black and beating furge of mfamy 4 
Rolls, 11 to 1 and fink my foul, [fil 


ELF RI DA. 
So ſoon to fall into this muſing mood— 
I thought, my Lord, you promis'd you would leave 
Theſe cares at court. You plac'd me here at Harewood 
To bleſs your arms (for ſo your fondneſs term'd it) 
When, free'd from public toils, your vacant breaſt 
Might all be fill'd with rapture, and EryaiDa. 
Why then that downcaſt eye, the palace fure 


And 
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And this ſtill grove have loſt their difference, 
I'll follow you to court. 
ATHELWO LD. 
High Heav'n forbid! 
EL FRI DA. | 
Nay, my beſt Lord, I meant it but in ſport, 
For ſhould, you bid me quit theſe blooming groves, 
For ſome drear ſavage deſert, I would call 
Its wildneſs paradiſe; if ATHELWOLD 
With frequent viſitation grac'd the ſcene, 
But yet I fear my father, 
ATHELWOULD. 
Hah, why him? 
ELFRIDA. 
You know his haughty temper, and his boaſt 
Of royal anceſtry, He will diſlike 
My long confinement here, nor think it ſuits 
The rank of her whoſe high- born veins are fill'd 


With the rich ſtream of his nobility, 


ATHELWOLD. 

He need not know it, or, if chance he ſhould, 
It matters not, if ſo this foreſt life 
Seem of your own election, and free choice, 
And that it will fo ſeem ; I truſt that love 
Which yet has met my will with pleas'd compliance, 

ELFRIDA. 
And ever ſhall, Yet blame me not, my Lord, 
If prying womanhood ſhould prompt a wiſh 


To learn the cauſe of your ſtrange fear, which wakes 


Whence'er I talk of court. 
ATHELWOL D. 
Go to the ſurface 
Of yon unruffled lake, and, benving o'er it, 


There read my anſwer, 
D 2 


* 
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ELFRIDA. . 
Theſe are riddles, Sir 
ATHELWOLD, 
No: for its glaſſy and reſlecting ſurface 
Will ſmile with charms too tempting for a palace, 
ELFRIDA. 
Doth ATrELwoLD diſtruſt ET TRAIDAꝰs faith ? 


ATHELW OLD. 
No, but he much diſtruſts Euxzipa's beauty. 


ELFRIDA, 
Away, you trifle, 


ATHELWOL D. 
Never more in earneſt. 
J would not, for the throne which EDGAR ſits on, 
Thar EDoaR ſhould behold it. 

ELFRIDA, 

What, my Lord, 

Think you the form that caught your ſingle heart 
Will make all heatts its captives ? yain ſurmiſe, 
Yet, grant it could; that form is your's alone, 


Nor Epoax's ſelf would dare to ſeize it from you; 


EpGaR's a king, and nat a tyrant, 
A THEL W OLD. 

True 
EpGar's a : king, a juſt one; his frm feet 
Walk ever in the foreright round of honour, 
Nor do I know what lure can draw his ſteps 
Devious from that ſtraight path, ſave only one; 
That tempting lure is beauty. Ah, Etxrina! 
Throw but that dazzling bait within his view, 
The untam'd wolf does not, with fiercer rage, 
Burſt the fight bondage of the ſilken net, 
Than he the ties of law 


* L 
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ALBINA. 
Behold; my Lord, 
A meſſenger arrives, his ſpeed and Agar 
Speak ſome i * errand. 


S c R N. E HL 


ED WIN, ATHELWOLD, ELFRIDA, 


ALBIN A. CHORUS. 


ATHELWOL D. 
How now, Epwix? 


EDWIN. 
The King, my Lord, is on his way to Harewood. 


ATHELWOLD. 

The King | | 
EDWIN.. 

His purpoſe is to paſs thro' Mercia, 
And, in a hafty meſſage, ſome two hours | 
After you left the palace, this his pleaſure 
Was ſent you by Lord Seofrid withal 
Commanding ypur attendance. : You being ablent. 
He ſtraitway turn'd his courſe thro” this fair foreſt, 
Meaning to chaſe the ſtag. His train is ſmall, 
As was his purpoſe ſudden, 


ELFRIDA, 
Good, my Lord, 


Why thus perplex'd ? | 
ALBIN A. 


Heavens, what a deep dalpoic 
bits on his 2 


E L- 
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ELFRIDA. 


The notice ſure is ſhort ; 
But that's a trifle ; a ſmall train requires 
A ſmaller preparation ; let him come. 


ATHELWOLD. 
Yes, let him come, fo thou wilt ſay, ELDA, 


When thou haſt heard my tale, Yes, let him come, 


So wilt thou ſay, and let thy huſband periſh. 
Yet ſhall theſe arms once more embrace ghee cloſely, 
E'er yet thou fly them as the pois'nous adder, 
Tis o'er; in that embrace ELFrIDaA's love 
Was buried, and in that embrace, the peace 
Of wretched ATHELWOLD. 
ELFRIDA:; 
| What may this mean? 
ATHELWOLD. 


O, Epwin, Epwis, when ſurviving malice 
Shall prey upon the fame of thy dead maſter, 
Wilt thou not ſomeway ſtrive to check the fiend's 
Inſatiate fury ? wilt thou ſee my name 
Defil'd, and blackened with detractions venom, 
And take i it patiently ? - 

ELF R I DA. 


What means my beſt—— 
ATHELW OLD, 


Peace, not a word of beſt, or lov'd, or dear, 
Such tender terms are not for thee to uſe, 
Or me to triumph in. Virgins, retire, _ 
We would awhile be private. Nay, return, 
Concealment now is vain, and ye and Epwin 
1 know are bonnd to me. For you, ALBINA, 
I fay'd your father, when his blood was forfeit. 


AL- 
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ALBIN A. 
Not I alone, but all this train are bound 
Firm to that mildeſt maſter, whoſe commands 
Are of ſuch liberal ſort as Freedom's ſelf 


Would ſmilingly perform, NR 
ATHELWOLD. 
It may be ſo. 


But where's the tie, e that may bind 
Thy duty firm? 


14 


ELF R I D r 

The ſtrongeſt ſute, my Lord, 

The golden nuptial tye. Try but its ſtrength. 
ATHELWOLD. 
I muſt perforce this inſtant. Know, EIrnIDba, 
Once, on a feſtiye day, the King and nobles 
Crown'd high the ſparkling bowl, and much of love, 
Of beauty much the ſprightly converſe run. 
When ARDULPH ſpoke of OnGas's peerleſs daughter, 
And in ſuch ſort as might inflame a breaſt | 
More cool than EAR 's. Early on the morrow 
The King commiſfion'd me to view thy charms, 
And if I found them fair as the Earl boaſted, 
Gave ane his royal mandate, on the proof, 
To hail thee Queen of England. 
ELFRIDA. 


'Stead of which © _. 
You came and hail'd me wife of AratzLworo, © 


Was this the fearful tale, this the dire deed 


Would make me fly thee like the poiſ nous adder ? 
See, I again embrace thee; deareſt proof 

That thy ELrriDa's love can never die, 

Or, if it could, that this embrace revives it. 


ATH- 
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 ATHELWOLD. 
Doſt thou then pardon me ! come, injut'd Sov'reign, 


Plunge deep thy ſword of juſtice in this breaſt, 
And I will die contented. 


ELFRIDA. 
Heaven forbid, 


What can be done ? 
ALBIN A. 

Indeed, ye conſtant pair, 
Tis fit ye ſtrive to fly the coming danger, 
For ſafety now ſits wavering on your loves, 
Like the light down upon the thiftle”s beard, 
Which every breeze may part. Say, noble Ear}, 
What feint was us'd to lull the King's impativace ? 

ATHELWOLD. | 

Soon as theſe ſhades bad yeil'd my beauteous bride, 
I hafted back to Epo Ax, laught at AxDuLen, 


And talk'd of Exrarp' as of vulgar beauties, 


The beg King believ'd me and forgot her. 
ALBINA. 
But this ſo great alliance ſoon would blaze 
The theme of popular converſe ? 
ATHELWOLD, 


; True it would, 
And, for that reaſon, when I laſt was here 
The King was taught I went to wed Eraina 


ann 
How fo, my Lord? 
ATHELW OL D. 


Thy father, my EITRI DA, 
Has rich poſſeſſions; theſe and theſe atone 


I made 
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I made my theme of love. And told the King, 
That tho' thy charms, pardon the impious falſhood, 
Would fail to grace his throne, yet would thy dow ry 
Well ſuit his miniſter. I therefore meant 

To aſk thee of thy father; but when married 

To hide thy homelineſs in Harewood caſtle. 

Epo Ax with ſmiles conſented, and I think 

Harbours no thought of my diſloyalty. 


ELFRIDA. 
If fo, what danger now? 
ATHELWOL D. 
Akt thou what danger? 
Heav'ns ! will that glance not inſtantly proclaim 
My tenfold perhdy ? | 
_JELFRID A. 5 
He ſhall not ſee me. 
I' bide me, inſtant, in ſome ſecret chamber, 
And robe ſome homely female in my veſtments. 
ATHELW OLD. 
Thy love like balm runs trickling o' er the wounds 
Of my torn boſom ; yet tis vain, tis vain, 
Thou muſt thyſelf appear, for Ax Dorer ever 
Attends the King, and would detect the fraud, 


ELFRIDA. 
If ſo, I'll mar my ſoftneſs of complexion, 
With the brown juice of many a duſky berry, 
That this wild wood will yield me, ſo to hide 
The little gleams of grace which Nature lent me, 
Fear not my caution. 

ATHELW OLD. 
Gentleſt ! beſt of creatures 


Go do then as thy tender care directs, ; 
2 E | 1 
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And yet how vain? what art from thoſe bright eyes 
Can fteal their lightning; rob thoſe waving locks 

Of all their nameleſs graces? Say it could, 

Yet would that modeſt but majeftic mein 

That ſpeaks thy dignity of ſoul remain 

To ſeize the heart of EDG AR. Reft, Exraipa, 
Reſt as thou art, in all that blaze of beauty; 

I muſt ſubmit to my juſt lot, and loſe thee. 


EDWIN. 
E'er this, my Lord, I think the King has reach d 
The full midway, twere fit you ſtood prepar'd 
To give him meeting. 

ATHELW 0 L D.- 

Give him meeting, EpDwin ! 
Alas I have no maſk to veil my baſeneſs, 
When deep contrition ſhadows all my foul, 
I cannot dreſs my features in light ſmiles, 
And look the thing I am not: no, theſe eyes 
Are not as yet true vaſlals to my purpoſe, 
As yet, indeed, I am but half a villain. 

ELFRIDA. 
You weigh this matter in too nice a balance; 


Vour crime, my Lord, is but the crime of love 5 
Thouſands like you have fail'd. 


ATHELW OLD. 


I know, EtrriDA, 
Could love abſolve the crime, my ſoul were pure 
As maiden innocence. Yes I do love thee, 
And thou art fair beyond—but that's my bane 
Thy ev'ry charm adds weight to my offence, 
And heaps freſh wrongs upon the beſt of maſters z 
Yes, ELrzid', EDGar was the beſt of maſters, 
O hide 
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O hide me from the thought in that dear boſom 
Heav'n's I muſt die or keep her, 


ELFRIDA, * Kao of 
Is ive or die 
I'm hls alike ; death cannot aught abate 
Or life augment my love. | 
ATHELWOLD. 
O my heart's idol! Jl 

Thy ev? 5 word and look declares thee faithful. 
Secure of all thy love, and all thy pruden ce. 
Returning confidence has arm'd my ſoul 
For this dread meeting ; reſting on thy truth 

I go. Exit ATHELWOLD and Epwir. 


- = 


S EN E IV. 
ELF RID A, ALBIN A, CHORUS, 


ELF RIDA. LAY 
Go, and thy guardian ſaint preſerve thee! 


Shower bleflings, vaſt as would my laviſh love, 
Had I his power to bleſs thee. 


ALBINA. 


Yes, my ſiſters, 
* he ſilent awe that reigns thro? all your train 
Befit ye well; let admiration fiiſt | 
Pay her mute tribute. She can beſt expreſs 
By thoſe her kindling cheeks and lifted eyes 
Where the tear twinkles, that tranſcendant praiſe 
EL.FRIDA's virtue claims. 
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ELFRI DA. 
My virtue, virgin, 
Is only love, or ſay that it be virtue, | 
It owes its force. to love, to chaſteſt love, 
Than which what paſſion more impels the mind, 
To fair and generous ation ? But the hours 
Are precious now, T'll to the neighb'ring grove, 
There grows an azure flower, I oft have mark't it, 
Which ſtains the preſſing finger with a juice 
Of duſky, yellow tinct. Its name I know not, 


III fetch it-ſtrait and try its friendly power, . - 
 {Exit. EuyripaA, Curtain drops. 


END of te SECOND ACT. 
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N I: 
ALBIN A. CHORUS. 
0D E. (Se) 

Second Virgin ſpeaks # 
-7HENGCE does this ſudden luſtre riſe 
That gilds the grove ? not like the noontige beam 
Which ſparkling dances on the trembling ſtream, b 
Nor the blue light'ning's flaſh ann. throꝰ the 
ſcies ; 
But ſuch a ſober ſteady light 8 JG) 
As o'er the cloudleſs azure ſteals —_ 
When Cynthia riding on the brow of night 
Stops in their mid gareer her filver Wheels. 
ALBINA' BORN 1 
Whence can it riſe, but from the ſober power 
Of Conftancy ĩ She, Heav'n-born Queen, 
Deſcends, and in her Harewood's hallow'd bower 
Fixes her ſtedfaſt reign. 4 
Steadfaſt as when her high command 
Gives to the ſtarry band 
Their radiant tations in Heav'n's ample 3 
Steadfaſt, as when around this nether ſphere 
She winds the purple year. 
| DUET TO. 


Tells what time the ſnow-drop cold 
Its maiden whiteneſs may unfold ; 


"I i. 
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When 
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When the golden harveſt bend ; 
When the ruddy fruit deſcend ;\ 
Then bids pale Winter riſe to pour 
The pearly hail's tranſlucent ſhow'r, 
To caſt his ſilver mantle o'er the woods, 
And bind, in chryſtal chains, the flumb'ring floods, 


ALBINA. 


The ſoul that the inſpires has pow'r to climb 
To all the heights ſublime - 
Of Virtue's towering hill; 


That hill, at whoſe low foot weatwardling rays 


The feanty ſtream of human praiſe, 4 
"A fhallow trickling till. . 

While, on the ſummits, hov'ring angels ſhed, 
From their bleſt pinions the nectarious dews + 
Of rich immortal fame; from theſe the —Y 
Oft fteals ſome precious drops, and ſkilful blinds 

From thoſe the lower fountain tens 
Then ſhowers it all on ſome high favour'd head. 

But thou, ELFripay claim'ſt the genuine dew, 

Thy worth demands it all, F 
Pure and unmixt on: thee the holy drops ſhall fall, 


Ou ny CHORUS, 
ELyriDA's virtues claim, 27 2 
The genuine dews of Fame, 
Her worth demands them all, 
Pure and unmixt on her the holy drops ſhall fall. 
[ELFRIDA returns with flowers, 
_ - followed by Orcas, 


SCENE 
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S UE M N 
ELFRIDA, ORGAR, ARDULPH, ALBINA, 


nn Or RoW $oosr 
ELFRID A. 

Tis ſtrange, my virgins, this ſweet child of ſummer, 

Silken and ſoft, whoſe breath perfumes the air, 

Whoſe gay veſt paints the morn, ſhould in its boſom | 

Hide ſuch pollution? yet tis often AN Fee 

All are not what they ſeem. 


OR GAR. 
Vet hear me, Lady, 


ELF RI DA. 
Begone, unmanner'd ſtranger, nor purſue me. 
Know ye theſe pilgrims, virgins ? 
ALBINA, 
Some hours paſt, 
We heard their tale, which mov'd our pity much, 
Yet they perchance were ſpies, and may have learnt 
; ARDULPH. 
We have, yet not for that are ye hetray d. 
ORGAR, 


s 


No, Lady, no; our hearts are bound unto you, 


I feel the tendereſt intereſts in your welfare, 
Tender as fathers feel. 
ELFRIDA, 
As fathers feel, 
That well known voice, and ah! that loox 
-ORGAR.  (Difervering himſelf.) © 
- Errrival! 
E L- 
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ELF RID A. 
Yes, it is he, it is my father, virgins? 
Support me or I faint, O wherefore, Sir ! 


ORGAR. 
Take courage, daughter, my paternal fondneſs 
Has brought me here diſguis d. 
ELFRIDA, 
Then all is loſt— 
ARD UL H. 
No, fair ELrxIna, all is gain d, or ſhall be, 
Which thy high beauty merits. 
O RGAR. 
That I know not, 
Nor wiſh for, Earl, till firſt my injur'd honor 
Has call'd down vengeance on the traitor's head, 
ARDULPH, 
Peace, Sir, let me perſuade 
ELF RID A. | 


Hab, ſaid you, vengeance ? 


It muſt be fo. I know it, He muſt fall. 


Yet ſhall my trembling heart in his defence 

Invoke the pitying ſaints. Celeſtial guardians 

Of nuptial conſtancy, O bend from Heaven 

Your ftar-crown'd heads, and hear a wretched-woman, 
That begs ye fave from a dread father's rage, 

Her Lord, her huſband. 


ORGAR. 
Huſband ! [ ſooner call | þ 


Tu- impeached thief true maſtet of the booty 
He ſtole, or murder'd for. Diſdain the villain, 


And aid me to revenge thee, 1 


A L- 
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ALBINA. 
Know, great Earl, 
Vengeance in ſtotttis, and thunders fit enfliritt'd; - 
Veſted in fobes of lightning, and there ſleep 
Unwak'd but by the incens'd Almighty's call, 
Oh, let not ma preſume to take unbid 
That dread vicegerency. 
ORGAR. 
Peace, Virgins, peace, 
Theſe idle ſaws have little weight with me 
Wben fir'd by ſuch an inſult. Heat me; daughter, 
You meant to ſearch for flowers to blot your beauty; 
Yes, you ſhall ſearch for flow ts, yet ſhall they be 
The lovelieft of the ſpring, whoſe added charms 
Twin'd in your hair, of bluſhing in yout walks 
May to the power of every native. grace 
Give double life and luſtre. Haſte thee chen 
Array thyſelf in thy moſt gorgeous garb,  _ 
Let jewels blaze around thee ; more than ally ; 
Put on the ornament of winning ſmiles, af 
And kind inviting glances. Mes 
E L FRIDA. 
© Never, never, 
Wheti this true heart renounces Athelwold, 
May e Heaven. — 
ORGAR. .. 
Away with vows, 
And Viſten n my FP”. nor compel me 
To uſe a father's ftern prerogative. _ 
Follow me on thy duty. | 


ELFRID A. 
Cruel father, 


That duty ſhall obey thee.” I Will follow 
23 F 


Yet 
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Yet dread as is that frown, dreadful as death 
Tt ſhall nor ſhake the tenor of my faith; 
Living, or dead I ſtill am ATHzLwoLd's. 


nod: mme. kram. 

8 C E N E 1. 25 

i ben b 3s 

ARDULPH, ALBIN A, CHORUS. 

n 

Ah, cruel ſtranger, wherefore cam'ſt thou * 
To om defiruiion—e dd. > Og, © 
| ARDULPH. ein no en 

T6ccleaſtyourimiftrids - 


Fea heads from thraldom; to exalt her dane * 
To 8 8 nd ſuch was r. honeſt ertand. 


ALBIN A. ö binge robe 


Say rather, from ſome envious with | malign, A 
To ruin ATHELWOLD, our getierous maſter. 
For, much I fear, in that ſame peaſant gard , | 


Earl ARDULPH hides his ſtate; * © dals A. 
AR DULPH. 
eee He does, and wiſely; , 


So ſhall ye own, when honour, truth, and juſtice, , 
With your own intereſt join'd, has weigh'd his purpoſe. 
Know, virgins, Edgar comes not now to Harewood 
A caſual gueſt, though yet the mongreb omg not 
Where fore he comes, p 
ALBINA. 

Ah might he never know it! 
Or, if he muſt, may his regardleſs heart, 
As ſoon as known, forget it, 


AR. 
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ARD U LP H. 
Hope not that. 


ALBINA. 
What then have we to hope ? 


ARDULPH. 
In England's court, 
From ELFR1Dd's exaltation every bleſſing 
That ſprings from royal favour, 


ALBINA. 
Freely, Earl, 
To thee thoſe courtly bleffings we conſign: 
Be ours content and Harewood. Vain, vain wiſh; 
] hear the winding horn, the King arrives, 
| ARDULPH. 
He does, and now let fortune guide the reſt, 
I will not join him, till his own true eye 
Has read bis minions fate in ELFR1D's features. 
[Exit ARDULPH, 
ALBINA. 
Shall we too quit the grove? no, fiſters, rather 
Attend we here, with ſuppliant eyes and voices, 
To plead, as duty prompts, our maſter's pardon, 


EDGAR, ATHELWOLD, ALBINA, CHORUS, 


| ED GAR. 
No, ATHELWOLD, not from a partial blindneſs, 
Or for the mode, and guiſe of courtecy, 
Are we thus large in praiſe ; in our true judgment 
This caſtle is not more kind Nature's debtor 
For its delicious ſeat, than tis to thee 
(OE F 2 For 
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For that nice ſymmetry, and modeſt kill 


That fram'd its ſtructure, from its firmſet baſe 
Ev'n to yon turret's trim, ang ſlender ſpires 
All is of choiceſt maſonry. Each part 
Doth boaſt a ſeparate grace, yet each combines 
To form one graceful whole. But ah, my Earl, 
[Seeing ALBINA 35 the Chorus, 
What living charms are here ? thy caſtle's heauty 
Muſt not detain me from this lovelicr proſpect. 
Your pardon, fair ones l that my wayward eye 
Paid not at firſt, where firſt was ſurely due, 
Fit homage to your charms. 
ATHEL WOLD. LA. 
Ye Heavens, they weep. 
What may this mean ? ſome dread ayd unſeen chance 
Has counterwork'd my ſaſety. 


EDGAR. 

Whence this filence ? 
Why are your lovely heads thus bow'd with ſadneſs ? 
Beſhrew my heart, my Lords, but this is ſtrange, 
I know thee, Earl, and know thy gentleneſs, 
More prone t'obey than lord it o'er the ſex, 
Elſe ſnould I gueſs this ſorrow had its riſe 
From ſome diſcourteous treatment, 


ALBINA. 
No, dread ſoy'reign, 
He is the nobleſt, gentleſt, beſt of maſters, 
And may your love reward 
Enter OR. 


SCENE 
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ORGAR, EDGAR, ATHELWOLD, 
ALBIN A. CHORUS, 


ATHELWOLD, 
Death to my hopes! 
ORGAR. 
Yes, villain, fart, but let this vengefu] arm 
Arreſt thy baſeneſs ; would to Heav'n its 
Thus graſping thee, would open thy falſe breaft, 
And bare thy heart to the ſham'd eye of day. 


EDGAR. 
Hot man, who art thou? 


\ORGAR. 


Oxcar, Earl of Devon! 
Pardon me, Prince, that thus my honeſt rage 


O'erleaps obedient duty. I am wrong d, 
Yet that's not much. Tis thine, much injur'd prince, 
Thy wrongs that I proclaim, Here, on my honour, | 
] call Earl ATHELwoLD  faithlefs traitor. 


EDGAR. 
Hah, what is this? renounce the word, old Earl, 
Thy length of years have forc'd thee ſure to paſs 
The verge of dotage, ATHELWOLD, what, ATHEWOLD, 
A faithleſs traitor ! periſh the ſuſpicion. 
Never before, did word, or thought, or Took, 
Give doubt of his diſtinguiſh'd loyalty. 
Dotage alone could frame the accuſation, 


ORGAR. 
I do not dote, thank Heav'n,, my faculties 
Are 
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Are yet my own, unblemiſh'd, and unhurt, 


Would fo my Ty were. 
"EDGAR. 
What i is his drift ? 
A T HELWOLD. 
Better, my royal Lord, you mark'd him not 
The wayward Earl is— 
ORGAR. 
What? audacious villain, 
I will be heard, 
EDGAR. 
Go to, thou choleric Lord, 
ORGAR. 
When thou haſt heard me, King, then call me choleric, 
EDGAR,” « 
Speak then, and briefly, a n 


Once, my ſacred Liege, 
T had a daughter, duteous as e' er crown'd 
A father's wiſh, and lovely as could warm 
A youth to am'rous tranſports. This, my Lord, 
You learnt long ſince from noble Ardulph's praiſes, 
And, fir'd with his deſcription, ſent this Earl, 
This faithful Earl, Yinvite her to your throne, 


EDGAR. 
No, OrGar, not to invite her to our throne, 
Simply to note her beauty was his errand, 


ORGAR, 
Yes he did note it, ſtampt it for his own: 
But why this parley ; enter, Sir, theſe gates 
And let ELFz1Da's features be the book 
: Where 
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Where you may read the ſtory of his falſehood, 
Ev'n at one glace. 
ED GAR. 

2153 Lead on then, noble Earl, vd , 
We'll follow to the trial. I will dumour 
The Earl's hot temper, be has heard, my nbi 10 
We meant t'exalt his daughter, and for that 
His mm Krane linked n een ambition, | ain 


En EDcax gary — e. 
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ALBINA ATHELW OLD, CRORUS: 
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How ſhould" a man that thinks fuch thoughts as mine 
Have power of word, ↄr motion ? Spell to me, 
Inform me All. What ſaid the when I left her » 
How came her fithe? hither ? how did me 
Greet his arrivat ? fay was ſhe 3 
Or did her free and voluntary 1 
Tell all the ffory ? did ſhe 22 him 
To this his deed' of vengeance. 

AL IN 4 2zZ 

Pig Deareſt maſter 
ELFx1DA told him not; bis own deceit 
Was his informer, Here the Earl arriv'd . 
Early at mori, in mean and pilgrim weeds, 
And with him the Lord Auburn. Eng 
Co" 0 LESS 
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14 } 
ATHELWOLP. 
ARDULPE; ſayſt thou? 

| ALBINA. 
Yes, but alike diſguis d. And with a tale 
Fraught with fach fad and moving circumftance, 
Their woes ſo well diſſembled, mar our foſtneſs 
Suffer'd them to enter yon cloſe bower for” reſt, 
Which they adapting to their prying purpoſe, 
Thence learnt the ſecret, This our diſobedience 


We own 
ATHELWOLD. 


Was my perdition. Yet tis well, 

I blame ye not. It was Heav'n's juſtice Virgin! 
Fhis brought chem hither, this aunbl d yout faith; - 
I do not think you purpos d my deſtruction; | 
But yet you have deſtroy'd me, Ah, Elfrida, 
And art —5 faithful ? this my jealous ee 
'Thought it had mark'd ſome ſpeck of change upon thee, 
Thought it had found, what might have made "gp loſs 
Somewhat within endurance.. Tis not ſo, v7 
And this thy purity but ſeryes to augment,. un if 
The ſam of my diſtractions. Meet me, Encar, \ 
With thy rais'd ſword, be merciful, and ſudden. 


[Exit ATHELWOLD. into the "ER bali | 


SCENE” VII. 


ALBIN A, COR 8 #4: 
SYMPHOWY. 
Horror Horror! 5 


The pen of fate, dipt in it's deepeſt gall, 
Perhaps on that ill-omen'd wall 
Naw writes the event of this tremendous day. 
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ALBINA. 


O that our weaker ſight 
Could read the myftic characters, and ſpy, 


What, to the unpurg'd mortal eye, 
Is hid in endleſs night. 


AIR. 
By the Second Virgin... 
Suſpence l thou frozen gueſt, begone |! 
The wretch whoſe rugged bed 


v 


Is lin'd with thorns, more ſoftly reſts his head 
Than he that ſinks amid the-cygnets down, 


If thou, tormenting fiend, be nigh 


To prompt his ſtarting tear, his ceaſeleſs figh, 
His wiſh, his pray'r, his vow, for ling'ring certainty; 


CHORUS, Repeated. 
Horror! Horror! 


The pen of fate dipt in its deepeſt gal, 
Perhaps on that illomen'd wall, 


Now writes the event of this tremendous day. 


END ff be THIRD ACT, 
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ATHELWOLD, EDWIN, ALBIN A, CHORUS, 
ATHELWOLD. 


Remain a lonely lodger in that breaſt 

Which honour leaves deſerted ? Idle breath, 
Thou canſt not fill ſuch vacancy. Be gone, 
This ſword ſhall free— ' 


ALBINA. _ 
O ſhame to Fortitude ! 
Shame to that manly paſſion, which inſpires. 
It's vigorous warmth, when the bleak blaſts of Fate 
Would chill the ſoul. O call the ready virtue 
Quick to thy aid, for ſhe js ever near thee, 
And ever prompt to ſpread her ſevenfold ſhield 
O'er noble breaſts. 
ATHEL WOULD. 
And but o'er noble breaſts ; 

Not o'er the breaſt which livid infamy 
 Indelibly has ſpotted. O ſhame, ſhame, 
Sword, rid me of the thought, 


ALBINA. 
| Forbear, for bear; 

Think what a ſea of deep perdition whelms 
The wretch's trembling ſoul, who launches forth 
Unlicens'd to eternity. Think, think ; 
And let the thought reſtrain thy impious hand, 
The race of man is one vaſt marſhal'd army, 

| Sum- 


ANIS H me! no, I'll die, for why ſhould life 
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Summon'd to paſs the ſpacious realms of time, 
Their leader the Almighty. In that march 
Ah who may quit his poſt ? when high in air 
The choſen archangel rides, whoſe right hand wields 
Th” imperial ftandard of Heav'n's providerice, 
Which, dreadly ſweeping thro the vaulted iky, 1 
O'erſhadows all creation, | a 
ATHELWOL D. 
— I was once bi 
Yes I was once (I have his royal word fort) 
A man of ſuch try'd faith, ſuch ſteady honour, © 
As mock'd all doubt and ſcruple,-—What a change! 
Now muſt this unſtain'd, virgin character 
Sate the vile luft of Slander; and my wife 
My chaſte ELTAIDA] O diſtraction, no, * 
I'll fly to fave her. 
EDWIN. 
Stay, my deareſt maſter; _ J 
You ruſh on inſtant death. ; a 
ATH ELW OLD. 
I mean it, EDw1N,. - 
And would'ſt thou hinder me? 
EDWIN. 
Yes, Sir, I hold 
'Tis duty to my King, and love to you, 
Thus to oppoſe your entrance. 
AT H EL WOLD. 
| What, thou traitor ! 
Thy pardon, Epwrv, I forgot myſelf; | 
Forgot, that I ſtood here a baniſh'd man; 
And that this gate was ſhut againſt its Maſter. 
And yet this gate leads to my dear ELFRIDA;_ 
Can it be barr'd tome? O earth, cold earth, 
[ Throwing himſelf on the ground. 


G 2 Upon 


eee — 
OO I WII.” TT 


1 44 J 


Upon whoſe breaſt I caft this load of miſery, 
Bear it awhile; and you, ye aged oaks, 

Ye venerable fathers of this wood, 

Who oft have ſheltered with your arching boughs, 
My honoured anceſtors; ah ſhade awhile ! 
The laſt, the wretched remnant of their race. 
J will not long pollute ye; for I mean 

To pay beneath your conſecrated gloom 

A facrifice to honour, and the ghoſts 

Of thoſe progenitors, who ſternly frown 

On me their baſe deſcendant. 


ED WIN. | 
See, ye virgins, 
How horror ſhades his brow; how fixt his eyes 
Heav'ns what deſpair— 


ALBINA. 
Epwrx, tis ever thus 
With noble minds, if chance they flide to folly; 
Remorſe ſtings deeper, and relentleſs conſcicnce, 
Pours more of gall into the bittter cup 
Of their ſevere repentance. 


ATHELWOLD. (Starting up.) 
'Tis reſolv'd 
I'll ents © * demand a ſecond audience. 
And yet how vain, e'er I can reach his ear, 
Ardulph's new friends will ſtop me, and with all 
The cruel punQuality.of office, 
So prompt to act gainſt fallen favourites, _ 
Diſmiſs me with reproof. _ 
ELF RID A. (Mitbin.) 
Ves, J will once 
More claſp him in my arms. 


ATHEL- 
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 ATHELWOLD. 
Surely I heard her. 
She comes, ſhe comes, 3 


SC EN Y IE 


ELFRIDA, EDGAR, ATHELWOLD, ORGAR, 
ARDULPH, EDWIN, ALBINA, CHORUS. 


ELFRIDA. 
I will not be witheld. 
I'll follow him to exile.” Hah, my huſband ! 
So quickly found ? they thought to tear me from thee, 


But we will part-no more. 


EDGAR. 
Take heed, EITRIDA, 
This ill-tim'd fondneſs may recall the fate 
I juſt now freed him from; who loves like me 
Can ill brook this. Or quit him, or he dies, 


ATHELW OLD. 


Ves, let me die! death is my deareſt wiſh, 


Quit me, ELFRIDa ! leave me to my fate. 

'Tis juſt, *tis juſt, Thus to my ſoy'reign's ſword 
Freely I bare my breaſt,” Strike, injur'd Prince; 
But do not baniſh me, 


ELFRIDA. 
What, ATHELWOLD, 
Is then the life, on whoſe dear preſervation 
ELTRIDA's peace depends, not worth the ſaving ? 
Die then. But cer he ſtrikes the murderous ſtroke, - 
Let me inform the King, his act deſtroys 
No a life. 
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EDGAR. (To ArDuLPn.) 


By Heaven, ſhe loves the traytor 
Beyond all hope of change— 


ELFRIDA. 

No, ATHELwOLD, 
Thou ſhalt not die. That pauſe in royal EpGaR 
Beſpeaks forgiveneſs. He will ſoon relent 
And mercy, flowing from his gracious tongue, 
Seal thy full pardon, Let us kneel, my Lord; 
And while theſe ſtreaming eyes and lifted hands 
Employ'their powers of ſilent ſupplication, 
Do thou recount; ah, no, thy modeſt tongue 
Could never tell ev'n half the gallant ſtory. 
Be fitent then; while EpGar's memory weighs 
All thy paſt deeds of loyalty and faith 
Gainſt this ſo light a fault. 


EDGAR. 


So light a fault! 
Had he diſlodg'd my richeſt coffer'd treaſures, 
Or aim'd with daring and rebellious hand 
To ſnatch theſe royal honours from my brows 
I ſooner could have pardon'd— 


ATHEL WOLD. 


Ceaſe, EITRIDA, 
My ddom is juſt—Yes, royal Sir, I go 
To baniſhment. I do deſerve to breathe ; 
Deſerve to bear this load of life upon me 


For many years; to lengthen out my age, 


Liſt'ning the hourly knell of curs'd remembrance, 
Whoſe leaden ſtroke ſhall tell to my ſad ſoul - 
That I was faithful once. 


A L- 
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ALBIN A. 

Hear, royal Epo AR, 
O hear the penitent. For know, dread King, 
There is a roſe-lip'd ſeraph fits on high, 
Who ever bends his holy ear to garth 
To mark the voice of Penitence, to catch 
Each ſolemn ſigh, to tune them to his harp, 
And ecchs them in harmonies divine 
Up to the throne of Grace. 


ELFRIDA. 

Fes, Heaven is won 
By penitence, and ſhall Heayen's ſubJicute, _ IS 
Shall EpGax ſcorn its power. F 

EDGAR, 
Ceaſe, beauteous pleader. | 
Ah, far too beauteous ! would'ſt thou gain thy ſuit? 
Why glows that vermil lip, why rolls that eye 
Bright as the ray of morn. Thy charms condemn him. 
Each proves a powerful advocate againſt him. 
Traytor | was this the face which thy falſe tongue 
Profan'd as vulgar ? this fuch common beauty 
As the fair eye of day beheld each hour 
In ev'ry clime he lighted ? baſe diſſembler 
This inſtant quit our realm. 
ELFRIDA. 

O ſtay thee, Epo an, 
And once more hear me, At thy feet I fall 
As earneſt and diſtreſt a ſupplicant, 
As c'er embrac'd the knees of majeſty. 
Ah, ſpare thy ATHELwoLD | let not one fault, 
Cancel his thouſand, thouſand acts of faith. 
Alas, I fall to vaineſt repetition. 
Grief, whelming grief drowns all my faculties, 
And leaves me nought but tears. en 


. 
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EDGAR, a 
Riſe, riſe, ELezipa f 


ELFRIDA. 
Shall he then live ? 


EDGAR. 
He ſhall, he ſhall, my fair; 
If fo he quit the realm within the ſpace © 
Our ſentence limited, 


ELFRIDA. 
O, ſtop not there; 
That ſentence will be death to ATmeLwoLD, 
Can he who liv'd but in thy gracious ſmiles ; 
Who pin'd, if chance thoſe ſmiles a ſingle hour 
Were dealt him thriftily ; think, can he bear 
The infamy of exile, 
EDGAR, F 
Hear me, ATHELWOLD, 
Did I not ſhower on thy much-favour'd head 
My thickeſt honors, and with gift ſo ready 
As out-ran all requeſt? did I not hold thee | 
Still in ſuch open confidence of friendſhip, | 
Such love ag— | 
ATHELWOLD. 
Rather ſtab me than repeat it. 


EDGAR. 
Yet give me hearing, I repeat not this 
To taunt or gall thee. On my ſoul thy worth 
Did o'ertop all thoſe honors, and thy zeal 
Kept pace with my beft love, Nor till this fraud 
| But ſuch a fraud ! look there, look on that face. 
Þ Thou know'ſt me, ATHELWOLD, haſt ſeen me gaze 
On a ſoft yielding fair one till my eye 
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Shot flames. Perdition ſeize me, if wy heart 
K new love till now. 


ATHELWOLD. 
Il ſee it plainly, Sire! 

Nor * I ought to leſſen my offence, 
No : here | kneel, O caſt but on my miſery 
One kind forgiving glance; this ready ſword 
Shall expiate all. | ; 
ELFRI DA. 
Ah, will you? —muſt he die? 
EDGAR. 
No, ſtay-thee, ATHELW 01D, and ſheath thy ſword; 
1 never yet (fave but this hour of rage) | 
Deem d thee my ſubject. Thou wert ſtill wy friend; 
And, inj ur d as I am, thou ſtill art ſuch: 
TI do forego the word ; to baniſh thee, ; 
Or ſeal thy death, tranſcends a friend's 2 right. 


12 ELFRI DA. 
Ah, generous deed ; ah, godlike goodneſs | Virgins, 
The King has pardon'd him. TeachEpGAR's praiſe 
To Harewood's furtheſt eccho, O, my ſovereign, 
W hat words can ſpeak my thanks. 


E D GAR. 

Nay, check theſe tranſports, 
Leſt if I ſee thee thus my ſoul forget 
It's milder purpoſe, , I will leave thee, Lady, 
Yet firſt my lips muſt preſs this gentle hand, 
And breathe one ſoft figh of no common fervor. * * 
Now on, my Lords, we'll hence unto our realm 
Of Mercia, yet in paſſing thro“ this foreſt, 
As was our purpoſe, will we hunt the roebuck. 
Earl ATHELWoOLD/ attend us to the chace, 

[Excant Kw, ARDULPHy aid Train. 
6: 0 SCENE 
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ATHELWOL d, ELFRID 4, Se. 5 


ATH EL w OLD, 
I will my Liege. ELrzxiDal have much 
For thy lov'd car, and have but one farewel 
To tell it all—and yet— | | 

ELFRIDA. 
Ah, loiter not, 

It may enrage. Farewel. Be ſure take heed 
I come not in your talk: avoid ev'n thinking; 
Check ev'n the ſighs of abſence, Haſte, my Earl, 


Oh, haſte thee, as thou lov'ſt thy conſtant wife. 
Exit ATHELWOLD, 


s enn. 
ORGAR, ELFRIDA, ALBINA, CHORUS, 


ORGAR. 
Thy conftant wife ! ah, ſtain of all thy race, 
Degenerate girl !. henceforth be Orgar deem'd 
Ot ſoft and doyelike temper, who could ſee 


A child of his ſtoop to ſuch vile abaſement, 
And yet forbore juſt wrath, farbore to draw 


The blood ſhe had defil'd from her mean veins, 
ELFRIDA. 

Check, Sir, your rage, and let your daughter plead, 
ORGAR;, 

Thou art not mine, ſome wicked elve or faye 


Did ſpitit away my babe, and with curſt charms 
| | Thee 


UE 15H 


Thee in ber cradle plac'd. Nay, hang not on me. 
Dry, dry thy tears, they've done their office amply, 
EDGAR has pardon'd him. No, by my Earldom, 

I cannot think of majeſty thus meanly, 

He'll yet avenge it; what if chance he ſhould not, 

That ſtops not me: I have a heart, an arm, 

A ſword can do me juſtice, 


ELFRIDA. 
Deareſt father, 
In pity ſpare my Lord. 
ORGAR. 

No: in this caſtle, 
Ev'n in his own domain, will I await 
To give him combat, I have known the time 
When this good arm had hardihood enough 
For thrice his proweſs. What is loſt thro? age, 
My juſt cauſe ſhall ſupply, and he ſhall fall, 
As did the traytor Oſwald, whoſe falſe tongue 
Defam'd me to King Athelſtan; to the ground, 
My ſharp launce nail'd the caitiff. 

[Exit Ox c Ax into the Caſtle. 


SCE SF: 


ELFRIDA, ALBINA, CHORUS, 


ELFRIDA. 
Think, my Lord, 
Will ATHELWOLD, will he enter the liſts 
Where conqueſt would be paricide? alas 
He hears me not. Go, thou obdurate father ; 


A daughter's tears will but the more provoke thee, 


I will not follow him. No, poor ELyraipa, 
H 2 All 
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All thou can't do is here to ſtands and weep, © 
And feel that tkou art wretched. 
ALBINA. 


Deareft miftreſs, 
Reſttain this flood of tears. Perhaps 


ELFRIDA. 
| Perhaps, 
Ah, mock me not with hopes, 


ALBINA, 
We do not mean it, 
For Hope, tho? tis pale Sorrow's only cordial, 
Has yet a dull and opiate quality, 5 
Enfeebling what it lulls, it ſuis not you, 
For as we fear— 


ELFRIDA, 
Do you too fear, alas, 

I flatter'd my poor ſoul that all its fears 
Were Griet's diftemper'd coinage, that my love. 
Rais'd cauſeleſs apprehenſions, and at length 
My Father and the King would both forgive him. 
My joy broke forth too raſhly. My Lord's ſafety 
Not half fecur'd—my pleading not half heard— 
I ſhould have ſtrove to calm my Father's rage 
In Epo Ax's preſence ; won their joint forgiveneſs, 
That both, with mutual friendſhip, might have claſp'd 
My ſorrowing Lord. | 

ALBINA. 

| Wee fear that forrow more 
Than either's rage. We fear his fallen virtue. 
Self condemnation works moſt ſtrongly in him, 
Ev'n to deſpondency. When EDOAR pardon'd, 
No joy fluſh'd on his check; we mark d him well, 

1 He 
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He ſhew'd no ſign of Welcome. No, he took it 
As who ſhould ſay, © to give me ought but death 
« Is a poor boon, unwiſh'd and unaccepted,” 

Too much we fear he'll do ſome impious act. 


ELFRIDA. 
What on his life? I thought I had explor'd 
Each various face of danger: this efcap'®me— 
It ſuits his fix d remorſe—but yer he will not, 
No, ATHELWOLD, thou wilt not kill Erz. 


ALBINA. se 
O may his love preſerve him, may theſe ſhades 
Receive him ſoon in peace. To this bleſt end 
You ſure ſhould ftrive to calm your Father's rage, 
At leaſt not ſuffer him, as now retit'd, 
To brood o'er his revenge. For in the gloom 
Of ſolitude, tho? Peace can fit and ſmile, 
Tho' meek Content can keep her conſtant calm, 
Ev'n in the lonelieſt ſhades, yet let not Wrath 
Or black Revenge approach the chearleſs ſcene, 
Leſt ſoon they flame to madneſs, | 


ELFRIDA. | 
True, ALBINA, 
I'll therefore haſten to my Father's preſence, 
And try each winning art to calm his fury. 
( Tho” ill ſuch art becomes me) yet I Il aim it. 


: 


* 


SCENE 


BrodCruBoN: oE 12 VI: 
ALBINA CHORUS. 
O D E. 


AIX by the Third Virgin. 
Say, will no white-rob'd ſon of light, 
Swift-darting from his heavenly height, 
Here deign to take his hallow'd ſtand ; 
Here wave his amber locks, unfold 
His pinions cloth'd with downy gold, 
Here ſmiling ftretch his tutelary wand. 
AIR by the Fourth Virgin, 
Ah ! you ye hoſt of ſaints for ye have known 
Each dreary path in life's perplexing maze, 
Tho? now ye circle the eternal throne, 
With harpings high of inexpreſſive praiſe, 
CHORUS. 
Will not your train deſcend in radiant fate, 
To break with mercy's beam this gathering cloud of 
fate. fe, 


SECOND VIRGIN Sab. 


"Tis filence all. No ſon of light 
Darts ſwiftly from his heavenly height, 
No train of radiant ſaints deſcend. 
« Mortals, in vain ye hope to find, 
« Tf guilt, if fraud has ftain'd your mind, 
« Or faint to hear or angel to defend,” 
So Truth proclaims. I hear the ſacred ſound 


Burſt from the centre of her burning throne, 
Where 


ud of 


:d 


V here 


Does not enough of my refulgent ray 


| Aud taught Archangels their triumphant ſong. 


1 5s 1: 
| Whereaye ſhe ſits with ſtar- wreath'd luſtre crown'd, 
A bright ſun claſps her adamantine zone. 

So truth proclaims: her awful voice L hear, 
With many a ſolemn pauſe it ſlowly meets my ear, 
S8 IMP HO ＋ V. 


A L B IN A. 
* Attend, ye ſons of men; attend and ſay, 


Break thro” the veil of your mortality! 
Say, does not reaſon in this form deſery, 
VUnnumber'd nameleſs glories that ſurpaſs 


The Angels floating pomp the Seraphs glowing grace? 


Shall then your earthborn daughters vie 
With me? Shall ſhe whoſe brighteſt eye 
But emulates the diamonds blaze, 
Whoſe cheek but mocks the peaches bloom, 
Whoſe breath the hyacinths perfume, 
Whoſe melting voice the warbling woodlarks lays, 
Shall ſhe be deem'd my rival ? Shall a ferm 
Of elemental droſs, of mould'ring clay 
Vie with theſe charms imperial? The poor worm 
Shall prove her conteſt vain ; life's little day 
Shall paſs, and ſhe is gone : while I appear 
Fluſh'd with the bloom of youth thro* Heav'n's eternal 
year, | 


Know, Mortals know, e're firſt ye ſprung, 
E'er firſt theſe orbs in ether hung, 

I ſhone amid the heavenly throng ; 
Theſe eyes beheld Creation's day, 
This voice began the choral lay, 


Pleas'd 
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Pleasd I furvey'd bright Nature's gradual birth, 
Saw infant light with kindling luftre ſpread, © 
Soft vermal fragrance'clothe the flowering earth, 
And Ocean heave on his extended bed, 
Saw the tall-pine aſpiring pierce the ſky, 
The tawny lion ſtalk, the rapid eagle fly. 


Laſt'Man arofe the monarch of the reft, 
Heav'n's hallow'd image ſtampt upon his breaſt, 
And as he;roſe the high beheſt was given, 
That'I'alone'of all the hoſt of Heavy n, 
Should reign protedtreſs of the godlike youth; 
Thus the Almighty ſpabe. He fpake and called mg 


Tzurn. 


FL I c nORUs. 


Goddeſs ! we hear thy holy tongue, 
That on Creation's glorious day, 


Began, the choral % | 
And taught e their triumphant bag 7 


END of # FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT 


WE 


F 1 „ 


a 4% OI. 
S G FNR ihe 33 
ARDULPH, ALBINA, CHORUS. 


ARDULPH. 


HERE is Earl OxGax ? where his — PIY 
daughter? | 

I bring from ATHELWOLD a joyful -- 

Crown'd with his ſov'reign's mandate, From the chace 

King Epo Ax means, his Mercian tour deferr'd, 

To haſten back to court, and there with tilt, 

With tournament, and triumph, ſolemnize 

The nuptials of his friend. I need not add 

That fair ELFz1DA's Lint and her — „ 

Are ſwift demanded. 


ALBINA.. 
Can Lord Azpvulen's tongue 
Proclaim ſuch tidings with this ſeeming joy ? 


ARDULPH. -+ 
Virgin, that tongue already, has betray'd 
How much this heart deteſts baſe ATHELwoLD, 
Ye know that I, (and in the deed I glory) 
Contriv'd the meeting of the King and Oxc AR 
Here in this caſtle, If I further mean 
That they ſhould meer at court, that ELyarrD? too 
Should grace the meeting ; and if, arm'd for this, 
As now I am, I bring a monarch's mandate; 
"Tis not the vain opponence of weak women 
Can counteract my purpoſe. 

I 


A Ls 


(#1 | 


A LBINA. 
Y, Cruel inſult! 


ARD U LPH. 
Bear ye within your breaſts, (what all who breathe 
Bear, nature-planted) that inſtinctive love 
Of (elf, that prompts to honours and advancement ; 
Then will ye join ia aid of my defigns. 
Have ye that innate fear, that ever-trembles 
To meet the frown of priz'd authority? ?: 
Then dare ye not oppoſe them. Thus alike 
Both of your hopes and fears, the ſtrongeſt curbs 
Of human action, I ſecure your filence, 
If not your wiſh'd aſſiſtance, , | 

AL:BINA. . 

Kao, vain courtier! 

There is a Rrongor curb than hope, or fear; 
Or each mean paſſion, cheriſh'd by falſe ſtateſmen, 
That reins our actions. *Tis the curb of Truth, 
She guides our footſteps, thro”, this vale of life, 
In path diſtin& and plain. For tho” acroſs 
The way, ten thouſand vain meanders lead; 
Yet, led by her, boldly, yet circumſpect, 
We pace ſecure along the ſolemn ſcene. 
But ſee, Earl Ono comes, © {ARDULPH retires, 


a0 Bs Mo Bol 
ORGAR,. ELFRIDA, ALBINA,. CHORUS, 


ELFRTIDA. | 
| My honor'd father, 
Are you fill miereites ? alis, I hopt= 


- f O R- 


= > 


2 
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ORGAR: 
What could'ſ thou hope, Et+n 104! ? couldꝰſt thou tink 
I e'er would pardon his baſe perfidy, 
Oc. thy ignoble fondneſs. | 
. ELFRIDA. RYE 
Good, my Lord, 
Frown not ſo ſternly on me. 1 would fain 
Touch your reſenting ſoul, fain win your heart 
To fatherly forgiveneſs, For o ie 
I've oft had pleaſing proof, how that bee 
Stoop'd to my ſond perſuaſon. 
* O R GAR. 
"FG | Oft? too oft. 
FLF RIDA. 
Yet pity me, now that perſudfion leaves me, 
And cannot plead'#s then. No: my fad thoughts | 
Are all on wing, All following ATHELWOLD, | 
Like unſeen miniſtring ſpirſts. Pardon, Sir, 
That frown ſhall check me, I'll not mention him. 
| . ON GAR! ©. 2 
I charge thee not, I charge thee on thy FW... 


: 

arme 
Vet let me plead for my dun weakneſs, plead + 
For that ſoft ſympathy of foul, which you 
Deem baſe and ſervile. Baſe perhaps it might be 
Were I of bolder ſex. But I, alas, 
Ah, pardon me, if nature ftampt me woman, 
Gave me à heart fofty gentle, prone to pity, 
And very fearful”: fearful fore with cauſe 
At this dread hour, when; if ene luckleſs word, 
One ſigh break forth uabid, it may rekindle 
The monatch's rage What has my frenzy uttered, 
My raſh tongue more inflames him. O, aſſiſt me, 
11492 12 Ye . 
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Fe are not thus oppreſt with inward horror; 
 Kneel, plead, perſuade, convince - 
ALBINA. 
Alas, my miſtreſs, F 
What may a ſervant's accents do to appeaſe 
Such rage as this. | 


Fl Ye well may ſpare them, addi. 

Loews my firm ſoul's reſoly'd, and be my heart | 
 Deem'd baſe as ATBELWOLD's if it foregoes 
Its honeſt reſolution. Think what I, 
What Britain ſuffers from the traytor's fraud: 
Had EDcax took my daughter to his bed, 
Our Britiſh line, which now is doom's to fink 
In vile ſubjection, had again afſum'd._. 

The pall of royalty with half its power, 
In time perchance the whole. But this falſe Saxon 
Ow wan; his life repay me. 


sc=m# m, - 


ARDULPH, ORGAR, ELFRIDA, 
ALBIN A, CHORUS. 


ORG AR. 
How now ! Anbotrrn! 
ARDULPH. :. 
The King, Sir, greets you well, and, to your ear, 
vw me in private to convey his pleaſure... 
ORGAR. 


Retire we then into the neighbouring grove. - 
{nay OnrGAR and ARDULPH, 


4 1 44 "8CENE 
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, 


The readier 1 renounce your plighted faith. 5 aer : 


1 62 1 


Dy K* M E e e be 


ELT RID A, ALBING, CHORUS. 


CO ALBINA: x ne 
O hapleſs Lady, in-that-courtly youth, 
Who leads your father hence, behold a foe 

To your lov'd huſband, whoſe cloſe politic wiles 
We fear would work his ruin, were the rage 
Of 9 calm'd, or the King's love aboted, 


Akri SS IS, 
What aims the villain'noby'? 
380 ALBINA. 
779 tha, dw: 
Or hips th ted to draw you hence to court; 
Your father eagerly will hear the tale, 
| EL F RID A. 
Say ſt thou, to court ?: 
2 BIN A 
50 In this, to EDcar's n 
He joins the wiſh of ATHELWoLD, D 183q? 
ELFRIDA. & 362 101 74 
Ne Then 'tis feign'd, 
ALBINA, | 


? * 
11 2 80. 


He talks of feſtive ſports, and tournaments 1 
Ev'n now prepar'd to celebrate your nuptials, 2 
Grac'd with the royal preſeuce. Much we fear 
Tit but to Jure you by ſuch change of place, 

4 EALERIDA. ier 
Renounce my plighted faith | Hog witnaſa." Heav/a, 
No Ae cit of place, was that dread place the grave 

{A place 


* 


16 ] 


{A place more wiſh'd for, now, than Epo ar's court.) 

Could e' er induce the-erime. Periſh this frame 

This feeble frame of animated duſt, . 

My foul will live, will fore its r 4 

Hark, whence that naiſe. I heard a haſty footſtep. 
Ai A; bs] 


O Heaven's, e 


po! * T2 "= 8 * 


. 
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EDWIN, ELFRIDA, ALBINA, ciioRus, 
1 y 2:11 eit : g 
"Edwin, ah that look 
Be ſpeaks toe well the kirror of or errand, 
1 it me all. 0 1 2 
N ED WIN. l 230181 
Al G47 
ELFRIDAw> 0 e 74h 
| Nay; do ugs pauſe, 
Tell bt I think jt will abt kill me, 


Repeat each circumſtance, - Em S 11 
Ev'n for the worſt. 


ED EDWIN. 
wages Thep bear, and Heav'n ſupport og 
Soon as the ſtag had left yon weſtward thicket, _ 

The King diſmiſt his lords, each ſeveral ways 2 
To their beſt ſport, bidding Earl AruEIWoln 
Lord Sxorxip and myſelf attend his perſon. e 
Thus, parted from the reſt, the Monarch pierc d . 
A uarkling dell which open d on a lawn ö 
Thick ſet with ſhade around. Suddenly bere 

He turn'd his ſteed and cty'd, " © This 13 beßts 


* og 0p i „ 90 
E L- 
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ELAI DA. 12 neu ak 

q Purpoſe, what purpoſe, Beals 

Twas eee then, Coy Kiog! Ar Hi 
How cou I truſt or hope" wa O 


7 _ED WIN. . ab ig e 
h Yet give me heating: 
Thus with a grave compoſure and calm e * 
King EpGar ſpake. Now, hear me, ArTizrivord, 
Thy King has pardon'd this thy trayt'rous at, 
From all diſloyal, baſeneſs to thy prince, © 
Thou ſfan®f adſolv*s.” Yet know there nj cant, 
Somewhat to cancel more: as man to man, 
As friend to friend, now ATaELWOLD I call thee 
Straight to defend thy life with thy good ſword. _ 
If thy arm proſper, this my dying tongue 1 
Shall pardon thee and bleſs thee. If thou fall'ſt, 
Thy parting breath muſt to my tight reſign 
ELFR1DA's beauties, At the word both drew, 
Both fought, But Ax wo's was ill-play'd pafion, 
He aim'd his falciofft bis Monarch's head. 
Only to leave his own brave breaſt defenceleſs, 
And, on the. inſtant, FnGAaR's rapid ſword 
Pierc'd my dear maſter's heart. He fell to earth, 
And falling cry'd, ** This wound atones for all: 
* EDGAR thus full aveng'd will pardon me, 
„And my true wife with chaſt connubial tears 
Embalm my memory.“ He {mid and 1 


ELF RI DA. " Pp 
Nay, come not round me, virgins, nor ſupport me, 
1 do not ſwcon nor weep. . I call not Hevn 
T' avenge my wretchedneſs. I da not wiſh 
The tyrant's arm may wither with cold palſies; 
No, I am very patient. Heav'n is juſtt, 
14 | "; — 2: 
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And, when the meaſure of his crimes is full, 

Will bate its red right-arm and launce its lightning, | 
Till then, ye elements] reft, and thou firm earth 
Ope not thy yawning jaws, but let this monſter. . 
Stalk his due time on thy affrighted ſurface, 
Yes—let him ſtill go on; ſtill execute | 
His ſavage purpoſes, and daily make 

More widows weep as I do, 
Fookiſh tears 


Why flow ye thus unbidden ? What have tears 
To do with grief like mine? 
ALBINA. 
Help, help my ſiſters, 


To bear her to the caſtle, 


S CEN E VL 
ORGAR, ELFRIDA, ED WIN, 
ALBINA, CHORUS, 


ORGAR. 
What is this ? 
Methought I heard the voice of loud lament ; 
Eraip A, ah! | 
ELFRIDA. 
Is not my father there ? 

Withhold me not. I'II fall at his dear feet: 

O Sir, behold your child thus lowly proſtrate ; 
5 Avenge her wrongs, avenge your poor ExTAIDA 
; Your helpleſs widow'd daughter. 
ORGAR. 

Widow'd—ſay'f thou, 


Is he then lain ? 
E Le 
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i  *ELFRIDA. | _ 


Ta Ta 


Inboſpitably butcher'd 

The tyrants favage ſelf, Stand you thus cool ? © 
Where is the Britiſh ſpirit?” Where the fire 

Of Belin's ffce 0 fooliſhneſs of grief! © 
Alas, T had forgot; had EDGAR ſpar'd bim, 
That ſword to Which my madneſs call'd for vengeance 
Was meant, ere long, to do the bloody . ah 
And make the murder parricide. Have I ! 
n. 142 


28 "OR G ch SR 3 

Se?" Patience, my child, 

I am thy friend, "A father. Truſt my care. 

EDwin, a word. e 

i [He whiter a moment th Epwin, who 1 you out. 
Retire, my deareſt daughter, 

Vingn 2 her i W | 


EL 7 RID A. 
iy, father, NO 
What 80 you, 0 I muſt not be with- held; . 
In to yon bloody dell and claſp my huſband, 3 
My murder'd huſband. Why reftrain me, Sir ? 
Can my ſad ye dart fire to bis cold breaſt 
And light up life anew ? ** 


8 ORGA R. 4 J 10A 
Oo in, ban 
And ſeek tranquillity. . eee 


ELI AIDA. 
Tranquillity! 
1 N her well, ſhe is Death's pale- ey g ſiſter, 
K 


i, 
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She's 
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She's now in yonder grove cloſing the lids 
Of my poor ATHELWOLD.. That office done 
She'll bear his ſoul upon her gentle plumes 

Up to the realms of joy. I'll follow them, 

I know he'd have it ſo : He'll not be bleſt 
Ev'n on his throne of bliſs till I am with him. 


ALBINA. 
This Ways my deareſt miſtreſs, 


ELFRIDA. 


Hold, nay hold, 
Croud not around me. Let me pauſe awhile : 
ALBIxA, thou alone ſhalt join my miſery, 
Pye much to utter to thy friendly ear. 
Lead on, thou gentle maid, thy fingle arm 
Shall prop my trembling _ ; thy ſingle voice 


Speak peace to my afflictions. 
Exit, laning on ALBINA, 


8 R G AR. 
PFollow her 
Virgins, ba no unbidden ſtep approach ber, 


s c E N E vn 
ARDULPH, EDWIN, ORGAR, CHORUS, 


ORG AR. 
ARDULPH, the deed is done. 


AR DULPH. 
| Pve learnt it, Sir, 


Briefly 


[ 65%}. 
Briefly from Epwin. 4 the manner ſhews 
All my Were 


"ORGAR. 


ö It does, my friend, 
And we are doi ang td. My joy were perſeck 
Did not the wayward ſorrow of my child, | 
That ſeems to urge her to the verge of frenzy, 
Allay it much. Where EDWIn was the King 
When late you left him ? 


EDWIN. 
At my maſter's fide 


— 4- 


Repentant of the ſtroke, 


oRGAR. 
Comes he not back 


na, To Harewood? 


SECOND viren 


| Heay? n forbid, ELezipa's brain 
Would madden at the fight. 


ARDULPH. 
My council i is, 
That with what ſpeed her anguiſh will permit 
8. Vou bear her to the palace. 


s ECOND VIRGIN. 

No, for pity 

Do not profane this ſabbath of her grief, 
O be her ſorrows ſacred. 


K 2 OR. 
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ORGAR. _ 
Fear not, virgin, n 

Her peace is my beſt care, and, to inſure it, 
'n inſtant hence to old Earl EBER T's caſtle, 
(Some few miles weſt of Harewood) my faſt friend, 
And there prepare fit lodgment for the King | 
Till my child's grief abate. Do thou, Lord Ax borrx, 
By Epwin's guidance ſpeed thee to King EDGar, 
And with all loyal greetings from his _ 
Urge him to meet ine there. 


ARDULPH. 
"Tis ſagely 3 


Til haſte with the commitfion, 
ſExeunt ARDULPH 2 Epwix. 


ORG AR. 
You, ye virgins, 
. Attend my child with care, Nor e'er let ſlip 
An happy interval when your ſoft tongues 
May hint at EpGar's praiſe ; till, won by practice, 
She dear your fuller blazon. ELyr1D's welfare 
Requires this friendly office at your hands, 
And EDGaRr's virtues bear fuch genuine luſtre 
That truth itſelf directs.— 
[ Exit ORGAR; 
SECOND VIRGIN. 
As truth directs 
So only ſhall we act. This day has ſhown 
What dire effects await its violation. 


SCENE 


"Hy 
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8 C E "0" E | VIII. 
ALBIN A, CHORUS, 


ALBIN 
Have Ox AR and lord A&DULPH left the groye? 


SECOND VIRGIN, 
They have, my ſiſter, each on ſeparate purpoſe, 


L ALBINA. 

Then hear and aid ELTRIDA's laſt reſolve, | 
Who takes the only way ſtern fate has left her 
To ſave her plighted fate, for ever pure, 

To her dead ATHELWOLD. 


SECOND VIRGIN, 
| Forbid it, Patience, 
Forbid.it that ſubmiſſive calm of ſoul 
Which teaches meek-ey*d Piety to ſmile 
Beneath the ſcourge of Heaven. 


ALBINA. 
Ye need not fear it; 

Huge and o'er- bearing as her miſery is, 
It cannot ſo obliterate from her breaſt 
The deep-grav'd rule of duty. Her pure ſoul 
Means on the inſtant to devote itſelf 
To Heav'n and holineſs. Aſſiſt her ſtraight, 
Left EDGaRr's fondneſs, or her father's threats 
Prevent the bleſt intention : ſee ſhe comes ; 
Stand in-devouteſt attitude around her, 


1 2oeT . 
And breath ſome hymn of high and ſolemn ftrain; 


That angels from their thrones. of light may hear, 
And ratify her v w. 


S c EN E IX. 
ELTRIDA, ALBIN A, CHORUS, 


C HAUNT. 
Hear, angels, hear; 
Angels, hear! 


EL FRI D A. 

Hear firſt, that ATHBLwaLD's ſad widow ſwears, 
To rear a hallow'd convent o'er the place, | 
Where ſtream' d his blood: there will ſhe weep thro' life, . 
Immur'd with this chaſt throng of Virgins, There 
Each day ſhall fix times hear her full voic'd choir, 
Chaunt the flow requiem o'er her martyr'd Lord. 
There too when midnight lours with awful gloom, 
She'll riſe obſervant of the ſtated call 
Of waking grief; bear the dim livid taper 
Along the winding aile, and at the altar 

Kiſs ev'ry pale ſhrine with her trembling lips; 
Preſs the cold ſtone with her bent knee, and call 
On fainted ATHELWOLD. 


. CHAUNT, 

Hear, angels, hear; 
Angels, hear 

ELF RI PDA. 


Hear next, that ATHELWOLD's fad widow ſwears 
Never to violate the boly vow 
| She 


4 
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She to his truth firſt plighted ; ſwears to bear 
The ſober ſingleneſs of widowhood 

To her cold grave. If from this chaſt reſolve 
She ev'n in thought ſhould ſwerve: if gaudy pomp, 
Or flattering greatneſs e'er ſhould tempt one wiſh 
To ſtray beyond this purpoſe, may that Heav'n, 
Which hears the vow, puniſh it's violation, 

As Heay'nly juſtice ought. 


GRAND CHORUS, 


Hear, angels, hear ! 

Hear from theſe nether thrones of light, 
and O, in golden characters record 

Each firm, immutable, immortal word; 

Then wing your ſolemn flight 

Up to the Heaven of Heavens, and there 

Hang the conſpicuous tablet bigh, 

Mid the dread records of eternity. 


THE END, 
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